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	1. Dragon Trapper

**Author's Note:**

**Well, you all have been waiting for it, and I'm glad to tell you that this is the beginning of the sequel of _The Past Defines the Future_. I'm giving you guys a warning that updates will be sporadic so don't expect me to update it every week. If I do, consider many small Christmas' have come early. Anyway, without further ado, enjoy the beginning of ...**

_**I Define Myself**_

* * *

><p>The sunsets always held a magical trait to the people of the Last Frontier village on the Eastern continent. Vikings - adults, elders and children alike - would always occupy themselves outside with friends and family to watch the sun set over the horizon. The darkening sky would usually aid in the natural beauty, bringing about a dark bluish tint zoning in on the fading orange. The clouds were painted over with a colour on the border between white and grey. Coupled with the setting sun and the darkening sky, the Last Frontier - now known as Hofoalond - had its own natural portrait that covered the entirety of the west.<p>

And it was due to this natural beauty, that none of the villagers saw the black shadow that flew in the safety of the approaching night sky, towards the mountain ranges. The only shadow they saw was the approaching outline of a vessel not too far from shore.

Having a ship arrive at this time was uncommon for the Viking community. Most of the ships that brought them supplies usually arrived from the wee hours of dawn up until midday. Some of the adults decided it was a good time for the children to retire to the safety of home, just in case the mystery ship brought trouble for them. Since the village was on its own with the next closest about one hundred miles east, they had learned to fend for themselves in times of attacks - whether it be dragons or other Vikings.

A few men at the docks, who had just finished hauling their catch up to their homes and were preparing their boats for tomorrow, paused in their tasks to get the docking ropes ready to tie the ship once it arrived.

"Someone call the Chief over here" one of the men at the docks called. One of the men at the beginning of the dock nodded, turning for the Chief's house. They tried to get a good look at the sails, to see if there was any indication of which tribe or army it belonged to. However, the blue sails and the white patterns adorning them didn't jog the minds of any of them.

By the time the sun had set, the ship was already at the pier, mooring lines being thrown overboard to secure it for the night. Chief Birger was already present and he gestured for one of his men to place the gangplank to welcome their guests.

"Greetings weary travelers. My name's Chief Birger and welcome to the Last Frontier, now known as Hofoalond."

The first soul off the ship was a young man, of about mid-twenties and a striped tattoo on his chin. Judging from his stature and bulging muscles, he was no slouch.

"Eret. Son of Eret" he greeted, extending his hand for a shake. Chief Birger grasped his with both of his hands and led him to the village.

"So, Eret Son of Eret, what brings you all the way out here?"

"Believe it or not, I'm looking for a dragon rider. I know it might seem a little far-fetched but-"

"Oh, are you referring to that young man who lives on the other side of the mountains?" Birger interrupted him.

"Young man?"

"Yes. Are you a friend of his?" They reached the Inn, the Chief letting his guest go first. He looked behind to see the rest of the ship's crew gathering their important belongings and also making their way to the Inn. Luckily they had enough rooms available for them. However, he didn't miss the surprised tone in Eret's voice. Clearly he was expecting him to mention someone else. "Or are you looking for someone else?"

"It could be a friend of his" he suggested as they pulled out two stools at the ale counter.

"Can't be. That man had been living on the other side of the mountains for over a year, and not once did he mention he was expecting guests or that he was living with someone else. Well, other than the dragons of course." Two tankards of ale were delivered to them.

"Are you expecting me to believe me that? I mean, I'm no dragon rider, but I am human. And all humans crave some contact with others" Eret spoke after taking a few gulps. The rest of his men arrived and had seated themselves on the other side of the Inn, where the food was laid out for the night.

"Well, seven months ago, a girl did come here looking for him."

"A girl?"

"I should say young woman. Wouldn't want to insult the lass. And yes, she arrived on a routine trading vessel, carrying little with her. She asked around the Inn about a man who can tame dragons. We told her we didn't know much about him, other than how he came every two weeks to stock up on supplies before heading back to his sanctuary. But then a week later, they show up in town together to purchase a few supplies and I haven't seem him since. She must have convinced him to go back to wherever he came from."

"That's ... weird" Eret agreed. While the Chief turned his attention away, the dragon trapper turned towards his crew, making eye contact with his first mate. He gave a small nod of his head, which was returned by the first mate before he went back to eating.

"Anyway-" the Chief turned back to him, "What profession do you follow, Son of Eret?"

"Dragon Trapping. In fact, you're looking at the best dragon trapper of the seven seas."

"Dragon Trapping, eh? That's some line of work" he took another swing of his tankard. "Is that why you're here? To catch dragons?"

"My employer wants me to find a Stormcutter. I was hoping there are a few over the mountains."

"I thought you were looking for a dragon rider?"

"The dragon rider is the key to the dragon. Last time I spotted them was but only yesterday and they were heading in this direction" Eret noticed the cautious gleam in the Chief's eyes. He had to show them that he and his crew meant the village no harm. "Chief Birger, my crew and I don't intend to cause any ruckus here. We're just after the dragon. Any information on it will be extremely useful, but if you have none, we won't push any further."

The Hofoalond Chief studied his eyes, searching for any sign of lie Eret might have spoken of in his words, or if he was hiding something. "How long do ye' plan to stay here?"

"If we can't capture any dragons we'll be out of your hair as soon as possible."

"Well, ye' best be leaving first thing in the morning" Chief Birger finished the rest of his mead before rising from the stool.

"And why is that?"

"The only way over the mountains is by dragon."

"But didn't you say that that girl managed to find who she was looking for?" He can't stop here. Drago wouldn't stand for another failure.

"Then she most likely flew on a dragon to the other side. She obviously knew the man if she could fly dragons just like he does" Chief Birger said, nearly at the door. "If ye' want to try and find a way, by my guest, but ye' won't be the first. Nearly all the men and women in this village tried to find a way through the mountain, or if there was another path north or south of here, but nay. The only way over, that we know of, is by dragon."

With that final but of information, he bid Eret goodnight.

* * *

><p>Hiccup's old house became nothing more than a humble abode for the Terrible Terrors of the valley. Its sturdy structure was the perfect haven where they didn't have to worry about larger dragons looking for a snack. In the seven months that he had been gone, dust and greenery began to collect along the walls and tables. The valley was reclaiming the foreign structure that was built nearly two winters ago. However, almost everything that he had left behind was left untouched. The Terrors had kept themselves busy by knocking over old cutlery and knocking old contraptions off the walls in his homemade smithy, but his study and quarters were left untouched, with only dust covering up his most recent drawings of him and Astrid.<p>

Just like on Berk, he drew Astrid without her knowledge. He drawn her from the waist up, matching every single detail he noticed on the real Astrid. And it was also in this small portrait that he drew himself next to her. At that time, it was just for the laughs. A reminiscence of his love for her when they were young teens and a silent plea for what they could be once he returned to Berk with her. To any person examining the detailed sketch, it appeared the two of them were the perfect couple, completely infatuated with each other.

That was definitely how they appeared to be to the figure holding the sketch of them; seemingly empty black slits of the mask scrutinizing the passion that the two young adults contained in their eyes.


	2. Dragon's Edge

**Author's Note:**

**I really do have no words now. I mean, what can you say when your story, only when a small epilogue/prologue chapter was published, has received 100 FAVORITES and over 120 Followers. Thank you to all of you for the wonderful feedback and I do hope you will fall in love with the chapters to come.**

**Also, just a warning, this chapter takes place 3 MONTHS after that prologue. And the time difference since Hiccup left his house in Hofoalond is 11 months. The characters look the same as they did in HTTYD 2. The only real different characteristic is their age: Both Hiccup and Astrid are 21, and the rest of the gang is 20. Only Ripper is older - 22. Heather is 20 in this story. And now, without further ado, I present to you Chapter 2!**

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p><em>3 Months Later<em>

"Cannonball!" Came the unnecessary yelling of their village idiot as he brought his knees to his chest, wrapped his arms around his legs and keeping his head tucked in as he landed in the seasonal warm waters of the sea, splashing everyone in his vicinity. It was the middle of summer for the Archipelago - as hot as it could be anyway for the residents of the Median of Misery. However, since Berk was still too cold for a dip into the sea, they had resorted to their own personal, little village - dubbed Dragon's Edge - which was a thirty seven to forty hour flight from Berk.

But not too far from Sharkslane - only a three hour flight.

Barf and Belch landed back onto the beach and went to join Hookfang who was lounging in the shade of a few trees. Fishlegs and Meatlug were busy constructing a rock castle just for her, Ruffnut had found her own little spot and was enjoying a, for once, a peaceful sun bathe, while Snotlout had taken to the waters to get a few lengths in. Bladewing and Heather's new dragon, Windshear, were lounging by their riders who were busy with the little bundle joy and torture for the past four months.

Four months ago Heather, had given birth to a healthy baby boy, and the proud parents had named him Asger Eerikki Bonemould. As far as physical appearances go, he had his father's dirty blonde hair, his mother's green eyes, and judging from stories from Heather's parents when she was a baby, he was definitely his father when it came to energy. The little Viking was always up and about, exploring their house back in Sharkslane. One of the two parents always had to keep an eye on him to make sure he didn't hurt himself. They would have had the dragons lend a few extra eyes, but considering both Bladewing and Windshear were too big to fit in the house, they normally made sure to keep an eye out in case Asger found his way out of the house.

Ripper was busy building a sand castle in front of Asger, while he clapped his hands and sounded his excitement in short, high pitched squeals and smiles while his mother held him steadily. Hiccup had made Asger a special hat to be worn whenever he was at the beach. Even though it was the north, there were some days that brought a calm and marvelous heat that signaled a dip, or a day, at the beach but the first-time parents weren't taking any risks with their new little bundle of joy.

"Watch where you're splashing muttonhead!" they heard Snotlout's all too familiar yell.

"I did. I made sure it was right next to you" Tuff snickered as he proceeded to float on his back. "Ah! This is the life. No responsibilities, no exploring, just good ole' relaxation."

"Don't let Hiccup hear you say that" Ruff called out from the beach.

"Come on babe! The water's just fine. And don't worry, if any Scauldron tries to sneak up on you, I'll be there to protect you!" The female Thorston rolled her eyes in disgust at one of Snotlout's many attempts to woo her. She thought at least she could have gotten a break today considering they were on a beach and ... oh ... beach means shirtless guys and flirting with the single girls; or girl, in her case. At least Fishlegs wasn't trying to-

"Just a friendly reminder, Ruffnut, but you could always help me with Meatlug's castle. And then we could work on yours?"

Never mind. Guys can't take a break from wooing even for one day huh?

"Also another reminder, the water is much more fun than working in sand, babe!"

"Could you guys give it a rest? I'm trying to relax" and she stretched her hands and legs for emphasis before getting comfortable on the blankets she had laid out.

"Wow Ruff. Any other girl would be loving the attention" she heard a voice.

"You didn't when all the boys were gawking all over you" Ruff turned her head to be met with a pair of feet, before looking up and seeing Astrid looking down on her. Both girls were dressed in the same beach attire. A pair of short leggings that went up to only half of their thighs and some thick cloth wrapped around their waist, making sure to cover their assets if they went in the water, and bindings that weren't see-through if they got wet. Made of a special material found by Hiccup in the many lands that he had visited.

Astrid got down on her knees and rolled out a blanket next to Ruffnut, before seating herself on it and plopping down a basket full of fruits, and by the looks of them, preserved, honeyed apples, plums and a few berries.

"Don't mind if I do- Ow!" Ruff pulled back her hand, immediately rubbing the area where Astrid had smacked her.

"Hands off! These are strictly for Hiccup and I" she said, placing the basket on the other side of her.

"No need to get all protective Ms. Personal Space. They're just fruits" Ruff said, lying back down but not taking her eyes off the basket.

"Fruits from the Haddock's private stock, mind you" she smirked in her direction. "Hiccup brought them along on this trip for the two of us, and that basket is all there is, so I'm just making sure these fruits are for their intended." She plopped a berry into her mouth after finishing her sentence.

"Just some of the many, _many_ perks that come with dating a guy who's madly in love with you and just so happens to be the heir to Berk" Ruff said, sarcasm fully intended.

"Are you suggesting M'Lady is only dating me for my inevitable inheritance?" Came the sarcastic response of the subject between the two women. Hiccup sat himself down on the blanket, placing an arm around Astrid's shoulders and giving her a quick peck on the cheek. Hiccup, as were the rest of the guys, wore a pair of leather shorts that went right up to the top of the knee.

"That's right, babe. You have no idea what you've gotten yourself into" she trailed her hand across his collarbone playfully.

"If it's going to be like the past nine months, I'm all for it."

Ruffnut scrutinized the back-and-forth bantering couple. Yes, they seemed so perfectly in sync with each other. Yet, it all seemed so weird. "Remind me again how you don't get flustered around her anymore?" The pair looked up at Ruffnut, making sure they heard her question right.

"I've had contact with girls other than Astrid, Ruff. Remember? All the stories I told you guys about the lands I visited? Or did that just go over your head?"

"It's just that-" she paused, tilting her head and squinting her eyes as she examined him "-the Hiccup from six years ago turned into ... _that._"

"You just gestured to all of me."

"You know what I mean!" he wasn't expecting the sharp, annoyed response. Astrid, however, grinned. She knew why the female twin was sometimes so ... uptight, when she saw them together. Ever since Astrid first told her about their little love-making on Valkyrie's Island, she suspected Ruffnut might, and this was a long-shot at best, have had a little fantasy about taking Hiccup - the present Hiccup - all for herself, at least for a one-night stand thing; see what he was made of. She was only ever more curious since Astrid kept a tight lid on her and Hiccup's intimacy. Never spilling any details about his traits, what he did to her, and so on.

"Ruffnut-" she interrupted, "-it's a beautiful day. Why not drop the questions and just enjoy it, hm?" She couldn't help the sly grin over her face. All those times of where Ruffnut had shared in explicit detail about her sex life with, apparently, 'hot' sailors and tried to convince her to get laid were coming back against her because she had the one thing Ruff didn't know if she wanted or not. Either way, she was going to enjoy this before Ruff completely gives up. She always kept doubting Hiccup had any package down there, even if puberty had been kind to him everywhere else, just to annoy Astrid. She knew it was a tactic to get to spill the beans, but she would never budge. And it was due to that that Ruffnut was turning her attention elsewhere.

She let out a sigh, lying down back on her blanket; not before flashing a rude hand gesture.

"So who won the race this time?" Heather asked, attempting to steer the conversation elsewhere.

"Ms. Chieftess over here. Didn't help that Mr. Chief 'accidentally' threw the black sheep in her box" Ruffnut said.

"Why are you complaining? You had Snotlout and Fishlegs rack up thirteen sheep for you!"

"I _never_ asked them to do it! I can't control how they try to woo me" she replied in defense.

"That reminds me-" Snotlout started as he made his way back onto the beach, shaking as much water out of his hair as he could "-Thanks Hiccup, for ruining my love's chance at a win." Hiccup didn't even bother with a remark. He had thrown the black sheep in Astrid's goal box because he knew just how much she wanted to retain her undefeated streak. He knew, and Astrid most definitely knew, that he and Toothless could easily clean up the entire herd of sheep and place it in his goal box to win before the other riders even knew what had happened. At the same time, he knew Astrid didn't _really_ like help like that. But she made sure to thank him for continuing her winning streak; which was why they were a little late to the beach.

"You guys should also join in" he told Ripper and Heather.

"It would be interesting to see how a Razorwhip and a Whispering Death perform in the Dragon Races" Fishlegs spoke up.

"Still won't be able to compare to my woman's Zippleback-" Snotlout said as he attempted to sit beside Ruffnut, who promptly shoved him off her blanket, enjoying the sight of him face-planting into the soft sand.

"That does sound tempting. What do you think, Asger?" The four month old clapped his hands, apparently agreeing with his father.

"Oh no. You're not partaking in any of those races" Heather reminded him.

"Gonna let your wife speak for you, Ripper?" Snotlout teased.

"She has a point. Bladewing is large and somewhat slow-" an indignant huff came from said dragon "-sorry bud, and from watching you guys race, I would like to keep my life. Oh and Snotlout, at least I have a wife whom I get busy with every now and then" he gestured to the baby in her arms. The group laughed at Snotlout's pink tinted cheeks.

"I'm getting there!" He glanced at Ruffnut for some sort of support.

"Never happening in a million years" she shot him down straight away.

The group conversed for the remainder of their time at the beach, talking about future plans for Dragons Races, possible breaks when Hiccup is free again. They saw less and less of him each day as his father dragged him around the village, dumping every single possible lesson he could to accelerate his Chief studies. Astrid was probably the only one who saw him most of the time; unsurprising since he always made it a mission to leave some time for her. Or if possible, sneak away from his dad when he wasn't looking and fly with her some place far - either charting new unknown lands, or getting busy on isolated discovered ones

At one point all of them had ventured out into the water; Heather and Ripper staying close to the shore with Asger while the rest of them rough-housed in deeper water. Tuffnut had decided to pull a fast one on Snotlout, pulling down his shorts and letting them sink to the shallow bed. Fishlegs was attempting to spill all his known facts about the sea and any creature related to it to Ruffnut, who was wishing her brother would do something him. Astrid and Hiccup were in their own little world a few paces away, apparently engrossed in a tickling war, which Astrid was undoubtedly winning from Hiccup's laughs.

"Okay! Okay! I surrender!" he breathed out through the onslaught.

"Na-uh. This Viking doesn't take prisoners" she continued. However they were interrupted when Tuffnut crashed into them, on purpose, fleeing from an angry Snotlout who managed to find his shorts.

"It's not my fault you left yourself wide open!" he called back to him, recovering from his brief entanglement.

"You are so luck Hookfang is in the mood for relaxing! Cause if he wasn't he'd be out here roasting you alive!" Hiccup and Astrid watched the two go by, Snotlout continuing to scream profanities at Tuffnut.

"I nearly forgot how loud you guys were" Hiccup commented.

"Peace and quiet of the Last Frontier got to you, huh?" Astrid asked, as Hiccup encircled his arms around and her brought her to his chest.

"It had his upsides. But there were a few downs."

"Hmm. Let me guess. A certain blonde wasn't there to make things interesting" she smirked.

"Something like that" he closed in for a kiss.

"You guys better not get into it considering there's a baby within sight!" Ruff called out, glad she could stop Fishlegs' fact lecture.

"Did we have to tag along with everyone to the beach?" she asked in a hush voice.

"I had to. Ripper asked me personally to come. And who I am to deny his son of his Godfather?" They both looked in the direction of the family as they played near the shore. Ripper spent most of his time with Hiccup whenever he came to visit, which inevitably meant that Astrid spent time with Heather, getting to know more about her, her family and her ancestry. Apart from being of noble blood, her past line had quite a few warriors in it, back when Vikings used to kill dragons and other beasts. This at once caught Astrid's attention, especially when her great-great-grandfather fought - in what was apparently the first encounter - a Screaming Death. Sadly he didn't survive fight. Then again, and even Heather knew it, no one could survive a one-on-one fight with it. Even with dragons aiding, a Screaming Death is incredibly hard to take down. It is because of its size, strength, aggression, intelligence, and its ability to instill fear and incapacitate dragons with its roar, Hiccup labeled it as the Alpha of the Boulder Class dragons.

It was most likely thanks to her warrior blood, that Heather was a quick study with the axe. After she had recovered completely from Asger's birth, she had asked Astrid if she could train her in combat. Of course the fiery blonde was more than happy to extend her services. Her reason was that if people who had the intent of hurting her family, and if they got through Bladewing, Windshear or Ripper, she wanted to know how to defend herself. The two became close friends after the first few lessons.

"Valhalla to Astrid" she turned her gaze back to Hiccup who a thoughtful smile on his face. "Thinking about the future" he nodded to Asger and back to them.

"Something like that" she looked back at them. Hiccup and her never really discussed marriage, or responsibilities for the future. They wanted to live for the moment. But more than rarely, they both found themselves thinking on what it would be like to have a child of their own. They joked about it when they voiced it to each other, however, they couldn't help but think it wouldn't be bad at all.

"Someday I would like to have children with you Hiccup. The Gods know that for sure. But-"

"We'll cross that river when we get there" he agreed with her. And that was another reason why they worked so well together. They already knew what the other half was thinking. It was not until another two hours later that they decided to call it a day and head back to the main area outside the meeting hall on Dragon's Edge, where a good chunk of boar meat was roasting on a spit. Asger was already enjoying warm yak milk from a sturdy leather flask, made by Hiccup, being held by his mother. Everyone's dragons were behind their respective riders, taking advantage of an incredibly relaxing day.

"Love what you guys did with the place" Ripper commented, looking around the base.

"I let them do their own little thing and combined it all in the end."

"You should have seen Princess Outpost Hiccup. I never thought I'd miss the regular one so bad" Snotlout spoke, earning laughs from everyone around the fire and a scowl from Hiccup.

"I am not that controlling-" he received speculative faces from everyone, even a few of the dragons "-most of the time."

"You actually are, babe. But you've really improved since then."

"It's just he was so used to doing things on his own. That's why" Ripper backed him up.

"Yeah. I stopped being Princess Outpost Hiccup knowing it wasn't worth the headache."

"So will you guys be here for the rest of the week or?" asked Heather.

"We've decided to stay here until we're needed back at Berk" Fishlegs said.

"Yeah. We go back for the occasional Dragon Race, but most of the time, we stay here, where we're the bosses of ourselves" Snotlout said, folding his arms behind his head and pressing into Hookfang's warm belly. "No adult supervision, no adult rules, just us six."

"What about you, Hiccup?"

"My dad taught me all the basics and, truth be told, it's incredibly boring following him around and frustrating to listen to all the petty squabbles, boring council meetings and reading he has to do. I admire that he can do that. But I don't think I'll ever be able to. At least, until he retires. And I don't think he'd leave Berk on a forty hour dragon ride to come get me for my duties."

"You guys are really living the life."

"Yeah, it's awesome" Tuff said as he grabbed some more boar.

"Never gonna leave this place" Ruff agreed with him.

"And besides, you guys can think of this outpost as Sharkslane's first line of defense" Astrid added in. "An unobstructed view of the sea, able to see if any ships are on the horizon, and the fact that we have dragons to attack them with" she smiled.

"I can see that. This alliance between Sharkslane and Berk is extremely profitable, and it's all thanks to our friendship."

"Just make sure to stay on our good side" Snotlout remarked.

"I can't imagine what would happen if we weren't."


	3. Make Room

**Author's Note:**

**Hey guys! Another new year is here, but I'm not going to be a part of that 'New Year's Resolution' stuff since I know I won't stick to the goals I set myself. And besides, I like the way I am, not going change anything about it. **

**This chapter came out a lot quicker than anticipated, but that's good news for you, isn't it? Anyway, hope you guys are enjoying _I Define Myself_ so far, but not to worry, the angst is yet to come. However, I'm still not on any updating schedule so the updates will for sure be out of the blue every now and then. Also, I'm thinking you'll love the ending. **

**And just binged the entirety of season 2 of RTTE. So that's what inspired me to get this chapter out now. Anyway, won't spoil anything for you guys, but you will be seeing characters from there in here. So be warned and WATCH IT!**

**Enjoy Chapter 3!**

* * *

><p>000<p>

"Any progress?" Cutthroat glanced behind him, seeing the familiar figure of Cadman at the doorway.

He shook his head. "No leads as of yet" he replied, straight to the point. He had been stuck in the makeshift archive room below deck on Cadman's ship; spending nearly two days tracking the location of a dragon that Cadman had deemed was necessary for their march to success. However, he could only do so much on his own.

"Very well. I'll be leaving with Dabria soon to the Master. You and your cousin will continue the search with Captain Markus and his crew." Cadman was nearly out of sight when Cutthroat spoke up.

"Remind me again why we're looking for this dragon?" He wasn't fazed when Cadman turned around, sending him a glare. "We already have the Red Death and the Bewilderbeast. Why do we need it as well?"

"Because you should know that by having that dragon, not only will we have three technical Alphas, but we would have the only dragon that can break their control over the rest. It is therefore crucial that we find this beast and add it to our arsenal."

"Well, my search would be going the speed you want it if I had additional help at my disposal, or to put it in Norse, a dragon trapper?"

"You know I can't do that, not without his order."

"Then get his order. Eret would be a lot of help since this is his specialty after all."

"I'll see what I can do. But don't hold your hopes up, he needs his best dragon trapper searching for that dragon rider and her Stormcutter; because if we find her-"

"-We find the nest and the other Alpha. Yeah, yeah, I heard the briefing" he interrupted Cadman. Without further delay, Cadman bid his goodbyes and exited the room, walking back onto the deck of the ship.

"Remind me again why do we have _him_ working for us?" he heard his lieutenant. He followed her gaze to Dagur who, appeared to be, nuzzling up to the Skrill he had been given and muttering incoherent phrases. "He's always been a loose canon. Remember the time where we asked him to just threaten the village of Meaolfell? Not only did he end up killing every single person there, he also burnt the entire village to a crisp."

"Perhaps we shouldn't have sent him during a thunderstorm" Cadman said as he hopped onto the back of his Rumblehorn.

"Cadman-"

"I know Dabria. But you also know that he can take away his Skrill at any time, so who's got something to lose here?"

"But we will not be able to recruit new soldiers or expand our territory if he keeps killing everything with a head on it."

"I'll speak to him when we get back. Now let's go; we're already late."

Cutthroat was just on his way up as he saw two figures fly past him - on a northerly heading. He was done trying to decipher where that infernal dragon could be hiding. For something so monstrous and deadly, it lacked any and all social skills. Not the traits of a potential Alpha. He needed Eret to help him. Eret would _want_ to help him. How could he not? Of course he had captured nearly all dragons known to Vikings, but to capture a Screaming Death - his name would forever be remembered in songs and stories - and remembering the trapper from their first encounter, he will want to help.

"Spend any more time with that dragon and you'll become one yourself; although, I'm pretty sure that's what you're praying for to happen."

"It's just ... Look. At It." He whispered in shock, standing back and extending his arms as far as he could, beholding the Skrill in front of him. It finally belongs to its true master."

"Don't let Drago hear you say that if you still want your head." Cutthroat walked over to a few cages where multiple Terrible Terrors were kept and pulled one out.

"What are you doing?" he heard Dagur ask.

"Sending a message to Eret." He tied the note to the dragon's leg before letting it loose. "We'll need his help if we want to find that dragon."

"Going behind Cadman's back eh? You're really sticking your neck out for this cousin."

"If Drago wants his dragon he needs his best trapper on the hunt. I'm doing him a favour."

"And how are you so sure he'll come on his own will?"

"You've met the guy! He reeks of cockiness, arrogance and over-confidence. He would want to be known as the first dragon trapper to catch a Screaming Death. I can say I won't like his attitude after that, but anything to get the job done. Until then, we must continue our search." He turned around and shouted a few orders to the helmsman.

"Where to now?" asked Dagur.

"To meet up with Eret. He's bound to turn his ship around and come in our direction, so might as well meet him half-way."
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"Let's see if we turn it here-" Hiccup bit his bottom lip as he carefully turned the disk he had just inserted into the Dragon Eye. The rest of the gang had retired to their huts, which would give him peace and quiet to continue work on it. Toothless watched from his stone slab the images and symbols that popped onto the wall from the Dragon Eye.

_"What are you looking for now?"_

"Anything that can give light on the Screaming Death." He got up and walked over to the wall, looking at the section of the Boulder Class dragons, looking for any signs that talk about a Screaming Death - something at least.

_"Why?"_

"It's one of the few dragons we know least about. Sure we lived next to one for a year, but, you know how that turned out." He let out a deep sigh, frustrated that there was nothing about the dragon on the disk. Not even a mention of its name. At least it wasn't a total waste of time. "Well, time to see what the Strike Class can offer us" he said, pulling out the disk and inserting the other one in.

"Okay, let's see if I missed anything" he muttered, walking up to the wall and and using his smithy's eye to look for any hidden writing or image.

_"I can tell you one thing that you missed"_ Toothless said, looking at the door.

"And what's that?" Hiccup was too preoccupied to turn around.

_"An intruder."_

"A what-?" Before he could utter another letter, the image on the wall disappeared.

"You really have to get a new hobby" he heard an all too familiar voice. He couldn't help the grin making its way across his face as he turned around to see Astrid with the Eye.

"I would if my other hobbies didn't include getting shot at, attending deadly boring lectures, incompetent arguments and being wanted for unspeakable ends by everyone I meet" he began walking towards her.

"Does 'everyone' include me?" she began moving away from him, hiding the Eye behind her back as she moved slowly out of reach of his arms, never breaking eye-contact.

"Yours is the only unspeakable end that I look forward to."

"Hm, I wonder why." It was hard not to notice her golden strands of silk. It was the first thing he did notice when he turned to face her. She only ever had her hair down in intimate moments involving him. "But really Hiccup, it's been four months since you found this. You've got to stop chasing every lead on new dragons you find in it." Hiccup sighed at the look she was giving him. It was that 'encouraging' look; for him to learn to take the mantle of Chief.

"You know that's not me, Astrid."

"I know. But let's face it, Hiccup. It _will_ be you leading Berk when your dad retires."

"What about us? We won't have time to meet each other. Quick pecks on the lips and fleeting glances will be the only thing keeping us close" he sighed. "You remember that whole month, right?" She frowned at the memory. Coming back at the age of twenty meant Hiccup had to do a crash course of what it means to be Chief. He had to follow his father around, attending to matters he couldn't be the least bit bothered by, council meetings, food supplies, trading lessons; as if he didn't know how to already do that considering he lived on his own for a year. 'That was you and only _you_, Hiccup. Now you have you _and_ the rest of Berk to worry about' his father lectured him. His father's watchful eye meant he had no time at all to help integrate dragons into the community. That task was left to Astrid and the others. Sure they came to him for guidance, but they had to get through the Chief first. Astrid had tried repeatedly to get the Chief to give Hiccup some time away from him to help with any dragon-related issues. Most of them were futile. He only told Hiccup would give a verbal answer and for her and the others to go by what he said.

By the end of those days, Hiccup was absolutely exhausted to go on any flights, be it alone or with Astrid. Pretty soon she learned that this is what it would be like to be the wife of a Chief. His attention would have to be towards everyone. Not just her. It was during that period that they had their first real fight with each other. And it was a fight that threatened to end their fledgling relationship. If Ripper had not intervened when he came on a trading agreement, the two of them would have had a lot more trouble solving out the recent rift between them.

"I know, Hiccup. What happened then was, and still is, inexcusable by the two of us. We didn't know what do, how to approach the situation we put ourselves in it. But we learned from it. And just like that, we can learn how to manage your Chief duties and our time together."

"I know. It's just that..." he paused, looking at the candle by his bed.

"Just what?" She took a few steps closer.

"I won't be with you all the time, and... you won't see me most of the time either and-"

"You're afraid I'll look elsewhere" she deduced. She watched him nod his head sadly. A small smile graced her lips as she shook her head and walked towards him.

"OW!" He reached to rub her his upper left arm where Astrid had given him a punch that he was more painful than he was used to. "What was-"

"_That_ was for thinking I'd cheat on you!" He noticed her scowl. And it wasn't the playful kind. "I know I asked too much of you back then, Hiccup. But just because you're going to be Chief, just because you won't see me as often doesn't mean I'm going to lose interest in you."

"Aren't you worried that I'll stop giving you the attention you deserve! I'm worried that I'll stop doing that-"

"No, Hiccup. I know you're not going to stop doing that because you've already found a way around that."

"What do you mean? What have I done?"

"When Ripper came and helped you manage your time, you always made sure to make time for me and the others _and_ convinced your dad that there'd be no way to work around it. Those nights where you showed up at my house for our nightly flights, those times where you even brought dinner along, the times where you dropped by the Academy just to see how things were going, and all those little pecks on the lips and cheeks - they may seem small, Hiccup, but trust me when I say that all those little actions add up in big ways. I always look forward to them because no matter how busy you get, you always made sure to make time for me, for your friends, and for Toothless-" She rubbed the dragon's head.

_"She's right you know"_ he said, enjoying the scratches.

"But I don't know if-"

"Hiccup-" she interrupted him, reaching up to caress his cheek while held her wrist to it, "-stop thinking about it. Sometimes you just have to stop thinking about these things and do what you think you should do. I swear, one of these days that mind will get you killed."

"I can agree with you there" he chuckled.

"Besides," she trailed her hand down his chest, over the leather armour, "-big, brawny Vikings were never my type. I prefer the lithe, agile, smart, caring kind of Viking. Those are the one of a kind Vikings. And I happen to have one here, and I love him just the way he is" she closed the space between them and met his lips. They stayed like that for a few seconds before pulling away.

"You always know what to say. You're remarkable, you know that?"

"So I've been told" she smirked.

"So, can I have the Eye back?" he extended his hand.

"No!" She pulled back immediately, hiding the Eye behind her back again. "You need a break from this thing, and I will force you to take one if I have to."

"Astrid" he began walking towards her. She noticed the calculating look in his eye. This was not good. She immediately turned around and headed for the door, but found Toothless standing directly in front of it. Before she had time to think of another escape plan she was turned around and heaved over Hiccup's shoulder; him clasping his hand around her waist, holding her in place while she kicked in futile.

"Hiccup! Put me down!" She smacked his back, trying to pull herself up so she could give him a warning whack on the head.

"Not until I have the Eye back." And just for further emphasis on the embarrassing situation, he shifted her into a better holding position for his arm with a small bounce of his shoulder. Astrid could have been seeing red if her untied hair wasn't covering her face.

"And you think man-handling me is the only way?" She crossed her arms, hiding the Eye between her chest and Hiccup's back as she stared in front of her, blowing any hair away from her eyes.

"Actions speak louder than words, so yeah. Come on Astrid, you and I both know I won't put you down if you don't give me the Eye back."

"And I hope you know that I can give you an excruciating wedgie from here." She placed her free hand at the waist-band of his pants for emphasis. "Your move, Dragon Boy" she smirked.

"Alright" he promptly turned around so that she was facing Toothless. "Toothless, why don't you show how much you love Astrid." She could hear the smirk in his voice, and he could feel her eyes widen in shock as Toothless showed her his gummy smile. She turned her head as best as she could while he did the same, making slight eye-contact.

"You wouldn't dare." Hiccup only shrugged his shoulders. "I can't believe you're bringing Toothless into this."

"You and Ripper did teach me to always use your surroundings to your advantage" he lectured her. "Now about that, Eye..." he extended his other hand behind his neck with an open palm, waiting for the Eye. Astrid looked between his arm and the ever present slime that was building up in Toothless' mouth. She huffed her frustration and reluctantly placed the Eye in Hiccup's hand.

"Okay, you win. Now can you save any dignity I have left and put me down?" He seemed to ignore her request as he walked over to a table, with her still over his shoulder, and placed the Eye on it before turning around again. "Oh come on, Hiccup. This is- Wha-!" He pulled her back enough for her to be off his shoulder and facing him, but her back met a wooden column and he pressed his body into hers to hold her up, just long enough for her to bring her arms around his neck to hold herself up. He couldn't help the grin he had at his girlfriend's surprised expression. He adjusted his hold, moving both his hands underneath her thighs while pressing slightly into her, keeping her propped up against the column.

"I figured we'd get to what you came here for?" He said with a shrug of his shoulders. She gently pulled down on one of his braids, while she tilted her head down, looking up at him through half-lidded eyes.

"You keep surprising me, Hiccup" she released his braid as she brought her face back up to the same eye-level as his.

"I have to keep up with you some way can't I?" He didn't give her time to form a reply as he captured her lips, pressing his hips into hers. She already felt a growing bulge in his leather pants the harder he pressed into her core. Her hands moved from his neck to tangle themselves in his thick, auburn locks. The harder she raked through them – the harder she pressed his lips against hers, the harder he pressed his hips against hers, and the faster the need to shed each other's clothing grew. Her fingers skillfully undid all the buckles and knots that held his leather chest piece, shoulder and arm pads; all items hitting the floor with a thud, leaving him in his, newly acquired, red tunic.

"Don't you think the bed will be more comfortable?" she gasped, as his lips moved to her neck. He hummed what she assumed was an agreement, because after some careful readjustments to his grip on her, he moved away from the beam, making his way to his bed, laying her down carefully and climbing on top of her. They didn't waste any time. Hiccup shed his tunic while Astrid kicked off her boots and undid her skirt, throwing it over the side of the bed. With the skirt out of the way, Hiccup hooked his fingers into the hem of her leggings and pulled them down; bringing her underwear along with it.

She took the moment to undo his belt buckle, and pushing his pants down enough to free his constricted length, before grabbing it and giving a few strokes to harden it further. She smiled up at him, before carefully rolling them over so she was on top, straddling his thighs and resuming her stroking. She gazed at him lovingly, moving in to plant a kiss, however he met her halfway, cupping her face in his calloused hands as tongues resumed their duel. She could feel his eager cock twitching relentlessly in her hand; seemingly begging to be surrounded by her own wanting sex.

She couldn't deny that now, could she?

She briefly stopped her torturous strokes, to remove her tunic. Hiccup took this opportunity to undo her bindings; those infernal clothe pieces that did no justice to her magnificent breasts. He immediately latched onto a hardened nipple with his mouth - tongue and teeth working together to stimulate the Valkyrie above him even further. Her wanton moans drove him on. His own groans muffled as she worked his cock.

"Ready M'Lady?"

"Do you even have to ask?" she grinned as she lifted herself up. He propped up, back against the backboard as she positioned herself on top of him and sank down a few seconds later. Their moans echoed through his hut shamelessly. At this point they didn't care if any of their friends were on a midnight stroll and overheard them. It would just be a small reminder as to what kept them busy at night; not that their friends were oblivious to their meetings. They just didn't know how frequently it happened.

His hands grabbed her hips, pushing her down all the way, making sure his length was completely embedded in her. She tossed her head back in pure ecstasy, reveling in the joy and pleasure the sensitive nerves in her sex was sending her. She felt his hands on her hips, holding her down as he gave an experimental roll of his hips. The movement brought moans from the both of them. Her hands were splayed across his chest as she began her movements, slow and steady thrusts down upon him. She was in no rush to achieve her end, and neither was he. They were going to enjoy this session at their own pace.

"Gods" he sighed as she came down upon him again. He could feel every curve, every groove and every single possible spot in her that enveloped his cock. He ran his hands along her sculpted curves, praising the artist of Valhalla who had laid our her young adult image. He had memorized every possible freckle, every possible curve and every possible sweet spot on her body, but he would never grow tired of running his hands all over her. _His_ Astrid. And he was _her_ Hiccup.

His hands were comparable to the hottest coals of the forge on its busiest day. For tools that could create so many wonderful items, they had a power that could always make her come undone. His touch only spurred her on, increasing her pace while her hands moved to his neck to bring in him closer. He couldn't hold in the sigh that escaped his lips as she trailed heated kisses from his collarbone, up his neck and finally to his earlobe, finishing off with a tiny, but stimulating bite. In reply, one of his hands made its way between her legs, reaching that mass of nerves that he dedicated just as much time when it came to fucking her. Her breath hitched in her throat as she felt him rub that sensitive nub with his talented fingers.

"Fu-Hiccup" she moaned. He loved the way his name rolled off her tongue. He claimed her lips once again as he increased the pace and pressure of his fingers, bringing her ever so closer to that precipice she longed for. Her own thrusts had increased in pace and ferocity. She could only hope he would come at the same time as her, but that wasn't going to happen. She could feel the heat and pressure building up in her core. It was only a matter of time before she'd break. His fingers only increased their onslaught while his hips met hers as she came down. The bite to her neck was her undoing.

Hiccup could feel her whole body tense, spine arching and fingernails digging into his shoulders as her orgasm hit her hard. She couldn't help the wild bucking of her hips as they carried with their own agenda. Hiccup tightened his hold on her, letting her ride her last waves of ecstasy as he rolled his hips gently, feeling the pulsing of her sex around his cock, and all the fluids that made him push in probably an extra centimetre. When she was finally spent she collapsed onto him, trying to catch her breath and come back to Midgard from her dizzying high.

However, she could still feel his hard length buried deep inside of her; unspent and throbbing relentlessly.

"Mind if we switch?" She could only nod. With her remaining strength, she climbed off of him and let herself fall on her hands and knees once he was out of the way. He quickly placed himself behind her, grabbing her hips and pulling her towards him. Within moments she felt his cock slide in, aided by the remnants of her orgasm. Her hands gave way the moment he was completely in, landing on her elbows as he began his rhythm. He wrapped an arm around her chest, pulling himself down on her where she could feel his hot, ragged breaths at her ear. He gave her shoulder and neck rough kisses and bites, mostly her shoulder as he pounded her from behind.

It was moments like these where she loved that he was in total control. All he was focused on was finishing off and making sure he showed her just how much he loved her. "Gods...uh...so fucking-deep" she bit her lower lip as he increased his pace. His other hand found its place between her legs again, teasing her now over-sensitive nub. She swore to Frigg that she would have another orgasm.

"Herbs?" He breathed out.

"Yes. Fi-Finish...in me."

That was all he needed. With a few final thrusts he finally came inside of her. He pulled back, grabbing her hips and emptying himself inside of her. Despite the heat generated by the two, Astrid welcomed the warmth coursing through her body, a sated smile adorning her face as she let her front hit the bed, completely out of breath. Hiccup brought his lips back to her neck, giving her sweet, gentle and deep kisses leading up to her cheek while his hand traced her side.

"So, staying her or heading back?" He murmured. She turned her head as best as she could let him plant a loving kiss on her lips, before replying-

"Make room dragon boy."
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Cadman and Dabria spotted a large of fleet of ships flying sails of a large sword right down the middle of a dragon's skull; their decks filled to the brim with dragon traps and cages - all occupied by unfortunate dragons that had been caught by Drago's Trapper and Hunter squads. However their destination among the cluster was the massive ship in the centre of it all; nearly five times the size of all the vessels in its company. From their vantage in the sky they observed the crew lowering the cages down into the hold. Presumably to be given the armour that was required for all dragons in his army. Drago wanted to make sure that his dragons would come out on top in every fight.

The captain of the ship spotted them. He had been informed by Drago to expect two of his high ranking Dragon Riders. He turned to one of the deckhands, "Tell Drago they're here." The man nodded, immediately heading in the direction of their Commander.

The Rumblehorn and Monstrous Nightmare landed on the deck as a few men came over with barrels of fish. Cadman was the first to dismount, walking immediately to the captain on deck. "Where's Drago?"

"I just informed one of my men to relay your arrival to him." They waited no more than a minute before the deckhand returned.

"Drago requests that they meet him in his quarters." Cadman needed no further conversation, stepping past the captain with Dabria close behind.

"What's today's meeting about?" He heard the captain call after him. He also heard the rushing of feet to catch up to him.

"None of your concern, Bard." Cadman didn't slow his pace. It wasn't to be when Bard stepped right in front of him and staring him down. The two men were of equal height and physique. The only difference was their rank.

"I don't appreciate you arriving on _my_ ship and treating me like I'm one of your subordinates."

"You _are_ one of my subordinates. What Drago and I have to discuss is none of your concern. Your job is to make sure this ship gets from point A to point B. That's it. I hardly see how that plays into what our discussion will be. Now if you will excuse me," Cadman made an attempt to move past him but was stopped when Bard grabbed him firmly by his elbow.

"You may be one of the few Dragon Riders in this army. You may be of a higher rank. But don't you forget who controls the _entire_ fleet. Who knows? Maybe one day our ships won't be able to make it in time to support you." He released his elbow and walked away, believing he got his point across. But just as he had cut off Cadman's path, the Rumblehorn cut his path off; growling menacingly and baring its razor teeth at him; the smell of fish and blood present with every exhale.

"And don't you forget who decides who lives or dies. And besides, I believe your first mate might love the promotion if his captain had an unfortunate accident with one of the dragons on deck." Cadman didn't bother of turning around to issue the threat. With a hand signal, his Rumblehorn backed off Bard, moving back to his spot next to Dabria's Monstrous Nightmare. Dabria had been watching the confrontation silently. She knew she didn't have to intervene. Anyone who attempted to threaten Cadman was either killed or given fair warning. It was thanks to Bard's rank as Captain that he wasn't bitten in half.

The two Riders continued towards the two lone doors at the end of the ship, below the upper deck. The same symbol on the sails was carved directly down the middle of the doors. Two deckhands rushed to the doors, opening them for Dabria and Cadman; closing them once they walked inside.

The room was dimly lit. Dragon skulls and weapons were the two decorations hanging on all four walls of the room. At the far end was a single table with two candles and a mountain of a man facing it, peering over what Cadman assumed was a map of some sort.

"Sir" he announced their presence.

"What of the search?"

"Sadly we haven't found it. But rest assured we are utilizing every single man and dragon at our disposal."

"Clearly, since that trapper is turning off course and heading to meet those two Berserkers." Cadman noticed that tone. He was assuming that he had disobeyed an order. "I know you would never disobey me, Cadman. Which is why I want you to cut off Eret and tell him to continue his search for the Stormcutter. I've also decided to send in help to search for the Screaming Death."

"May I ask who, sir?"

"Viggo Grimborn." Cadman knew him. When Drago had first enlisted his services, he spoke of a device that would be the key to finding information and the location of every single dragon in existence. Even more possible - finding new species of dragons. And with new species, came new abilities, traits, sizes and most important of all - more weapons for his army. This device belonged to the Dragon Hunters, but was lost years ago when their flagship, _Reaper_, went missing. Their current leader, Viggo Grimborn convinced Drago to let him search for the device. That was nine months ago, and they hadn't achieved any progress since then. As far as Drago was concerned, he was done wasting one of his most valuable assets in his army in the pursuit of a lost device. He needed them aiding in capturing dragons for his army.

And he needed them now.

"This is their location." Cadman walked forward as Drago turned around, placing a small map in his hand. "Give them their new orders and make sure they follow them to the letter. Dismissed."

"Understood." Cadman bid him goodbye, turning to the door with Dabria close behind.

"Of all the Hunters in the Archipelago, he had to assign _him_!" Were the first words Cadman uttered as soon as the doors closed.

"But Cadman, from what I've heard, Viggo is an excellent Hunter and has the traits we want in a man - cunning, ruthless, intelligent, unforgiving, level-headed - and extremely proficient in all forms of fighting - sword, axe, archery - the list goes on and on."

"It's his brother I'm worried about."

"Ryker? But isn't he another suitable Hunter?"

"If he had a brain in that skull? Yes." They reached their dragons, going over to make sure everything was in place for their flight. "Ryker's a loose canon. Listens only to his younger brother. No respect for anyone else." After making sure everything was in order, he hauled himself onto his dragon, while Dabria did the same.

"I still don't see why you're concerned? If Ryker is afraid of Viggo, he wouldn't be a huge issue being kept in line."

"You left out a few traits when you were describing Viggo." They took off, setting a course in a south-easterly direction. "He's unpredictable, manipulative, a natural-born tactician. That makes him dangerous - to his enemies and his employers."

"But he wouldn't dare act out against us or Drago, will he?"

"If he had the army and the dragons, he would. But truth be told, I'm uncertain about his true actions, which is why when we meet him, I advise the utmost caution around him. Do you understand?" When Dabria looked into his eyes, she saw something she thought she'd never see in Cadman's eyes - fear. Small traces of it, but it was there. His uncertainty of Viggo was just a mask hiding his true emotions. Whoever this Viggo character was, he was definitely someone who should never be trifled with.
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"You guys are up early." Ripper's comment was followed by the sounds of his baby's laughs as the gang walked into the Common Area. Ripper had taken the liberty of preparing breakfast for all them - eggs, yak jerky, warm yak milk, bread - the lot. It wasn't that it was early either. The sun was already up and was close to mid-morning.

"Someone reminded us that we have a new island to explore" Snotlout glanced at Fishlegs.

"Sorry to break it to you Snotlout, but your beauty sleep wouldn't have helped with your current appearance" Tuffnut laughed.

"Have you even looked in a mirror?"

"No! Don't ever mention mirror me ... Don't you dare!" He grabbed Snotlout's shirt, pulling him right to his face. "You have not seen pure evil until you've seen him."

"Anyway, I woke them up because Hiccup wanted us all to be ready for the trip we have planned today" Fishlegs said as he grabbed a plate and helped himself to the food, followed by the others.

"That reminds me, where is Hiccup anyway?" Ruffnut asked.

"And Astrid. Isn't she usually up at midnight and training like ... I don't know, forever since then?" Tuffnut said.

Ripper glanced at Heather, sending an all-knowing look that she understood at once. The raven head smiled and shook her head. Of course they'd be going at it. No adults around for miles.

"At least they were quiet" he whispered to her, sending her into a fit of giggles. Asger, seeing his mother's jovial mood, also started laughing and clapping his hands, wanting to share his mother's happiness. Both parents saw this and smiled. "If only you knew kid."

"Knew what?" Tuff asked with a mouth full of yak jerky.

"Oh, it's nothing" Heather tried to change the subject.

"Uh, no it wasn't. You guys are talking about the two dragons that are not currently present" said Ruffnut, twirling a fork in her hands.

"Wait, our dragons are supposed to eat with us? When was this a rule?!" Ruffnut shook her head, gazing at her brother if he was really ser- Oh wait. He was.

"Not our dragons, idiot! Astrid and Hiccup."

"Astrid and Hiccup are dragons?" This earned collective groans from everyone around the table. "I mean, that would be a seriously cool super-power, you know? To turn into a dragon at any time you wanted?"

"No Tuff. Hiccup and Astrid are not dragons. It was just an expression" Fishlegs clarified for him.

"Oh. Well why didn't you say that in the first place?" Everyone decided any further conversation on that topic would be futile.

"They're usually the first ones up and in here by the time we all arrive" Snotlout noted. However, his eyes widened an instant later and Ripper knew the grin crawling on his face. It was not a good grin.

"What do you guys say to waking up our power-couple?" he suggested. The twins and Fishlegs looked at him, wondering where he was getting at while the married couple knew _exactly_ what he was getting at. "We'll first head to Astrid's place. If she's not there, then Hiccup's. Or, whatever order you guys want."

"I'm positive that that's not a good idea Snotlout" Ripper spoke up. It was advice that was ignored immediately.

"Or, we can split up and go to each of their huts at the same time?"

"That sounds like a plan. Alright, Snotlout and I will head to Astrid's while Tuff and Fishlegs can head to Hiccup's" Ruff suggested.

"Woah. Woah. Woah. Why am I being dragged into this. I am not going sneak in to any of my friends' huts."

"Come on Fishlegs! Aren't you curious as to why them, of all people, aren't here and it's way past dawn if you noticed" Snotlout gestured outside. And he was right. All of Dragon's Edge was bathed in its warm rays. In fact, the sun was nearly halfway to midday.

"Hmm, alright" he said slowly. "But I'm still not sure about this, you guys."

"Oh don't be such a wuss, Fishlegs. I'll protect if you if Hiccup sicks Toothless on us" Tuff said as the four got up and headed out.

"That definitely calms my nerves, Tuff." Only Ripper and Heather remained with Asger.

"Want to enjoy the show? We can eat while we watch?" He suggested. "It'll certainly be a good laugh."

"Yeah, let's go." The two grabbed their plates and, along with Asger, sat on the edge of the platform, overlooking the two huts.
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"You saw something last night, didn't you?" Ruff asked as they were nearing Astrid's hut.

"Oh did I ever. I thought I was dreaming when I saw Astrid sneaking out of her hut last night, but this morning proved me wrong" he smiled.

"And what exactly were doing up late?"

"I was heading to take a leak but I noticed her door open and a figure leave. I didn't make much of it then." They reached her door, standing on either side of it.

"Well, if you're right, then Astrid would be in Hiccup's hut right now."

"Which is why we rushed over here so we can get this hut over with and see their both of their expressions!" He smiled as he opened the door. "And besides, what could we possibly find in he-" He stopped his sentence as both he and Ruff looked straight ahead; their eyes widening and minds imagining all the possible, horrible things she'd to them.

Yes. _She_.

Because right in front of them, in nothing but her breast bindings and underwear - in the process of pulling up her leggings - was Astrid. Staring right back at them.

_Meanwhile_

"Why are they running? We'll anyway get to Hiccup's before they reach Astrid's hut" Tuff said. In fact, they were only a few yards away from Hiccup's main door.

"It's your sister and Snotlout. Why are you even surprised?" Fishlegs still couldn't find a reason as to why he joined them. What his friends did was their privacy. If they wanted to make it evident what they were doing, they would have. Strolling into their huts unannounced and without anyone's permission was downright idiotic. Then again, it was Snotlout's idea _which_ was backed up by the Twins. He supposed he only went along to diffuse the inevitable situation they'd find themselves in. However, he was thankful he wasn't going to Astrid's hut - even if there was a chance she wasn't there. If she found out they went into her hut without permission; Odin help the fool - or fools in this case.

"You gotta stop worrying Fishlegs. You have to live life on the edge, and not in your little water meditation pond."

"It's somewhere I go to relax Tuffnut. Maybe you and your sister should try that."

"We do. But our relaxing is messing with all of you." They stopped in front of the hut's door. "Ready to find out what our friends get up to?" he asked, reaching down to lift the door up ... when all of a sudden someone inside the hut opened it. Hiccup was nothing short of surprised and worried to see Fishlegs and Tuffnut in front of his hut.

"W-What are you guys doing here? Don't tell me Snotlout burned down the Common Hall again?" He assumed the worst almost instantly.

"Where's Astrid?" Tuff asked immediately, looking over his friend's shoulder and around the room.

"She's not here, Tuff" he said as the male twin looked back at him. "What is this about anyway?"

"Snotlout came up with this suggestion that Astrid spent the night with you and that's why you two weren't the first ones up" Fishlegs explained.

"So Snotlout? Come to think of it, where's Ruff?"

"They went to Astrid's hut to check if you guys were there" Tuff said. Hiccup only widen his eyes. There could only be one outcome if that happened.

"Oh Thor" he groaned. And as if on cue...

"WHAT THE FUCK!? STORMFLY!" The three Riders looked in the direction of the scream, seeing Stormfly run from behind her hut and catching the two were trying to escape, by pinning them to the ground with her legs. She had her spikes at the ready, since the distress in her rider's voice warranted that of a threat. Hiccup didn't waste any time in sprinting across the bridge to her hut. He didn't want to explain to his father how Snotlout had Ruffnut had been hacked to death. Astrid walked out to them, axe in hand and eyes ablaze with pure, annoyed rage.

"Astrid!" He yelled, but to no avail when she reached them axe held high and aimed pointedly at Snotlout's neck. He had no choice but to knock the axe out of her hand and pull her back as she screamed profanities at the two underneath Stormfly's talons.

"Of all the complete idiotic, imbecilic, dimwitted, dick-headed-"

"Astrid! There's an audience, and an incredibly young member!" Hiccup yelled over her screaming. When she looked at him with the same expression, he quickly gestured up to the Common Area where Ripper, Heather and Asger were sitting. Heather had placed her hands over Asger's ears beforehand, apparently. She managed to calm down just a bit, taking deep breaths to cool her boiling blood; however Hiccup still had his hands around her. Just in case she tried to have at them again. Stormfly had them pinned underneath her, and Hiccup knew that she would only listen to Astrid right now. Fishlegs and Tuffnut joined them soon, keeping their distance from Astrid.

"Care to explain what happened?" Hiccup asked slowly.

"These two knuckleheads just barged into _my_ hut when I was in the middle of getting dressed!" She hissed, continuing to breathe slowly. That's when Hiccup glanced down and noticed she only had her tunic and leggings on; no skirt, no shoulder pads and no boots.

"How undressed were you?"

"Underwear."

"Well, at least it wasn't-" She shot him a glare to dare him to continue. "Nevermind" he changed his sentence, with his tone shifting up an octave. But at the same time he shot all four of them, specifically Snotlout and Ruff a glare, silently telling them to explain everything.

"Look- we were just checking on where you guys were! Honest!" Snotlout's voice hitched a pitch higher when Stormfly applied more pressure onto him.

"Really? Because that's _not_ what Fishlegs told me."

Snotlout and Ruff both turned their heads as best they could to look at him.

"Traitor" Ruff mouthed.

"I told you guys it was a bad idea" he said in defense.

"Listen you guys, what time Astrid and I arrive to the Common Area is up to us-" he gestured to her and himself, "-You don't have to check up on us. Especially when you just walk in unannounced." He looked at Snotlout specifically. He was slightly peeved that Snotlout, of all people, saw Astrid in her under-garments. He'd make sure to put him to work indefinitely - and without Hookfang's help.

"We were just-" Ruff was cut off.

"Save the yakshit!" Astrid released Hiccup's grip on her and pulled free. She walked in front of Stormfly and knelt down, "If you two walk in unannounced like that ever again - I don't care for whatever reason - I am going to have Stormfly shoot you both in the head and your genitals. Especially the latter!" The two of them nodded fast and hard. Astrid gave a pat to Stormfly's chin, bringing her away from them. The two gasped as the pressure on their chests vanished, and crawled to where Fishlegs and Tuffnut were standing, watching the whole thing. After thanking Stormfly, she walked back into her hut, slamming the door, causing everyone to wince at the impact. After a few seconds Hiccup turned to all of four of them; arms crossed across his chest and expression - annoyed.

"What? You're giving us that look when she nearly tried to kill us?" Snotlout pointed to himself and Ruffnut.

"Well you deserved it!" He waved his arms. "Of all the stupid, hair-brain schemes you've come with - walking into _Astrid's_ hut unannounced? That has to be near the top for you, Snotlout." It was only mid-morning and he was exhausted already. "Just head back to the Hall, I'll assign you guys your punishments there." When they tried to speak Hiccup shut them up with a glare and point to the Hall. Knowing it was futile to argue with him, Fishlegs convinced the others to go, before shooting an apologetic look to him. Hiccup nodded in acknowledgement. He'd have to think about Fishlegs' situation. When they were finally of earshot, he walked to her door, knocking a few times. He knows he's walked in many times without knocking, but she didn't mind him doing that. In fact, if it was Hiccup who had walked in on her, she would have preferred it.

"It's me." He didn't have to wait long. She left the door ajar and he heard the retreating footsteps. He entered and saw that she had put on her boots and skirt and was proceeding to put on her shoulder pads.

"I've seen my share of surprises before - Whispering Deaths bursting from the ground, the Catastrophic Quaken, Screaming Death, Snow Wraiths and tonnes of others - all dragons that can kill a Viking. But none of those compared to those two walking in on me, _while_ I'm getting dressed."

"It could have been worse. You could have been naked.." He trailed off when she shot him an unamused expression. "It's true! And I would have had to hear Snotlout describing you to me all week."

"Please don't ever mention Snotlout and 'describing me' in the same sentence ever again." She fastened the second shoulder pad and went to fetch her fur hood.

"If it makes you feel better, you can decide the punishment they'll face - for Snotlout and Ruffnut I mean."

"That would be fun, but..." She trailed off, fixing on her fur hood and turning to him, "-I'm not in charge here."

"Well you were, eh-hem, the 'victim' here" he said, using air quotes. "After all, what kind of leader would I be if I didn't listen to any of my people." He strode towards her, cupping her hands in his once he was within reach. "Especially when one of those people is you."

"Are you prepared to face criticisms of favoritism?"

"For you, anything" he kissed her hands. She rolled her eyes at the loving gesture. Leave it to him to stir up the revenge factory in her mind with cliche romantic actions.

"I'll think of something" she patted his shoulder. "Now, don't we have somewhere to be?" She gestured to the door.

"After you, M'Lady" he did a small bow. She smiled as she walked to the door, however stopped as she noticed Hiccup wasn't walking beside or behind her. "What is it now?" She turned around, hands on her hips and tapping her foot.

"I gotta ask-" He was rubbing the back of his neck _and_ looking away from her. No matter how he aged, that Hiccup from six, seven years ago would always be in him, "-What would have happened if, and this is just hypothetical ... if _I_ walked in on you?"

She did briefly think that herself when she had retreated back into her hut to continue dressing. She definitely wouldn't have minded if Hiccup was the one who walked in on her, but considering the events from last night were relatively fresh on their minds, there definitely would have been a repeat. The thought of them doing it again in her hut brought a smile to her lips. Her mind was beginning to take her into another one of her fantasies when she realized Hiccup was still in front of her, anxiously waiting for a reply. She walked slowly towards him, accentuating the sway of her hips. The hand rubbing his neck fell back to its side, his focus now directed at the sparkle in her eyes. She reached up to cup his cheek and he pressed into her touch.

She took this opportunity to lean in, "Then we would have been in here all day while Stormfly kept out the riff raff." She pulled back, gave a soft peck on his lips and turned to the door, leaving a wishful - and minor regretful - Hiccup staring at her back.
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"Viggo." Said man looked up from the map on his desk, seeing his brother entering his tent. "We've got two dragon riders approaching from the north."

"What dragons are they riding?"

"Rumblehorn and Monstrous Nightmare." Ryker watched his brother cast his gaze down, noticing the brief crumpling of the bottom of the map. Viggo stood up straight, running his hands through his hair while taking deep breaths. "Should I warn the archers?"

"That won't be necessary, brother. It's them." Ryker knew _them_ all too well from their last encounter.

"What will ye' tell them?"

"That we haven't found our property, of course. No point in lying to people that can see right through you after all." He held his hands behind his back as he walked out. Dusk was setting in on his island; the orange and red rays painting a beautiful backdrop against the dark blue and purplish night. Soon enough two dragons appeared in the centre of the crater and descended to land right in front of him.

"Cadman! To what do I owe this pleasure?"

"Have you found it yet?" He asked while adjusting his saddle; his back facing Viggo.

"Unfortunately no, Cadman. However, if you give me a little extra time I might-"

"Save it. Drago wants you on another assignment" he said, turning around. Viggo glanced at his brother before replying.

"I don't understand. Won't our device aid Drago in his conquests? Why would he have us halt our progress?"

"If there was progress to begin with." Cadman closed the distance between them. He continued before Viggo had a chance to interrupt, "It's been nine moons, Viggo, and you still have no proof that this device even existed. And Drago has only so much patience ... As do I."

"That is why we are trying to track down these thieves. However it is difficult considering only high-ranking members of our tribe knew about its existence; it doesn't help that they're all dead."

"Some by your hand, I imagine." Cadman already knew. There was no point for Viggo to respond to that. "Drago is assigning you to another, more realistic task. You are to aid two of my other associates in locating and capturing the Screaming Death. Here is their location." He handed him a map. When Viggo opened it, his eyes glanced to the red circle, presumably where his associates were.

"A Screaming Death?" He folded the map and handed it to Ryker. "That's a rare dragon, is it not?"

"Hatches once every one hundred years. There have been supposed sightings here and there, but we need more men on this. And Drago trusts you will bring a much needed level of experience in hunting this dragon."

"And what about you Cadman? Are you on board with his decision?"

"It doesn't matter what I think" Cadman replied quickly. "It's Drago's order and as second-in-command, it is my duty to carry them out. Now, do you accept your new task?"

"It's not like I have a choice in the matter. My men and I will be off first thing tomorrow morning." He turned around, ready to retire to his tent before Cadman called out.

"One more thing, Viggo-" The Hunter looked back at him, "-This is Dabria. She will be accompanying you on your hunt and will be sending weekly reports back to me." Viggo gazed at the female. Auburn hair, thin frame, sword at her hip and bow and quiver at her back - effective in close and long range combat. Age couldn't be no more than twenty. A warrior in her prime. He also conducted a quick look-over of her dragon. She would be a welcome asset to his army.

"Rest assured you will still be in charge of the hunt. She will just make sure that you stay on task - and keep my other two associates in line. You can rely on her and her dragon in battle as well. She will follow your orders, but, and I can't stress this anymore than I can - do _not_ take advantage of her, you understand?"

"I would never think of such preposterous actions Cadman. Besides I don't see why you're worrying. She'll fit right in among my men." Cadman gave him a once-over, staring him down to make sure he was telling the truth. Viggo projected nothing but calmness in his silent interrogation, meaning there was no point for Cadman to stay any longer.

"Report to me once you reach Cutthroat and Dagur" he told her. After she replied with firm 'Yes sir!', he climbed onto his dragon and took off, on a course back to Drago.


End file.
